Little Death 


Author: Riguel*2000 

Bands: Children of Bodom 

Characters: Henkka T. Blacksmith, Jaska Raatikainen 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Jun 17 2017 19:1414 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Little Death 


Henkka was lounging in one of the plastic chairs in Jaska's garden when he felt a few drops of rain hitting his 
forehead. He also saw them hit the pages of the book he was reading. He closed the book, grabbed his beer and 
promptly walked inside. The other guys had been in the house for a while already but now it seemed they all 
had gone. Janne and Alexi had probably taken off together and Roope was surely back home too. Henkka heard 
some noise in the kitchen and went in. Jaska was cleaning up and filling his dishwasher with plates, forks and 


knives and glasses. 
"You shouldn't be doing this, its your birthday," the bassist said. 
Jaska looked up at him and laughed. 


"Yeah, but we used all my plates and glasses so if | want to have anything to eat with tomorrow, | need to get 
stuff washed overnight. | don't have a single clean glass left." 


"| was drinking from the bottle most of the evening, it's Roope and Alexi who were doing mixed drinks with 


your glasses." 


"Doesn't matter, Henkka, | was joking. I'm done anyway." 

Jaska closed the door and pushed on a button to turn the dishwasher on He wiped his hands on his old jeans 
and grabbed his beer before walking out of the kitchen to his living room. It was not that late, probably just 
around 0 o'clock in the evening, but Jaska's birthday barbecue party had started at noon and everyone had 
eaten and drunk way more than they should. Besides, being July in Finland, it was hard to tell how late or early 
it was as the day was so long anyway. 

Jaska plopped down on his couch, followed by the blond, who put his book on the coffee table in front of them. 
"What are you reading?" 

"A book on Paris’ history," the bassist answered. 

The drummer picked up the book. He couldn't make up anything from the title or the writing on the back. 

"In French?" 


| bought it when we were in France during the last tour." 


Jaska put the book back on the table. He would sometimes forget Henkka had interesting and unusual ways to 
entertain himself. 


"You want me to get the hell out of here, right?," the blond asked as if he knew the answer already. 
"No, why?," Jaska replied. 


"Don't know. | figure you'd want some peace and quiet after spending a whole day with Alexi around. It's 
exhausting when he's not hungover from the day before," the bassist chuckled. "Don't know how Janne can 


cope with him 24/7." 

"Well.. I'm sure Janne has ways to put his energy to good use," Jaska smiled. 

Henkka nodded and laughed. 

"Yeah, | guess." 

Alexis happy with him; it's cool. They're good for each other,” the drummer added. 

It had been a small surprise when they came to know about their guitarist and keyboardist's relationship but 
once the effect of the unexpected announcement had faded, it had actually been almost normal. Anyone who 


knew them or the band could see the chemistry between the two onstage or offstage. Jaska had been Alexi's 
best friend for years and Janne had become that too but there had always been something else between 


those two as well. Jaska was also genuinely happy that Janne seemed to have somewhat managed to keep the 


wild child away from his destructive habits. 


"So those two are taken care of, and Roope is hooked up with his lady friend he doesn't want us to meet," the 
blond bassist said. 


"He told me he thinks we're going to embarrass him in front of her." 

"He's got that right. What's the point to meet her otherwise?," Henkka shrugged. "Ok, so what about you?" 
"What about me what?" 

"You need a date, Jaska. When was the last time you went out with someone?" 

Jaska blushed a little bit. He didn't expect his bandmate to be that nosy. 

"You must be quite drunk to ask me something like this," the drummer replied. 

"No, l'm not that drunk. l'm just curious." 

"| don't recall.. It's the same old thing, you know. Its hard enough to find someone, forget it when you're out of 
the country or in a studio two thirds of the year," Jaska simply replied with a sigh, crossing his muscular 
arms over his chest and looking away. 

The drummer wasn't the type of guy who would jump in bed with any girl he'd met or who'd banged groupies 
after the gig while they were on tour. He had done a bit of that when they were young and really stupid but 
it was never really his thing. Now he was less young and maybe also a bit less stupid. At least, he hoped he 
was. He had met girls and had had steady girlfriends but Henkka had a point. When was the last time he went 
on a date with someone? Jaska tried to remember. Probably it was not good news that he couldn't recall. He 
had been single for a while now. Was that so long ago? 


"Jaska?," the bassist asked, trying to get his bandmate's attention 


"Huh... What?," Jaska replied, realizing that Henkka had been talking to him but he had not listened to a single 


word. 


"| just said it's a shame someone is missing out on all that," the blond continued while pointing his finger up and 
down at the drummer. 


"All that?," the drummer repeated surprised. "You're the one with a all that body, man, not me." 


The bassist laughed. 


"Like all these hours of drumming aren't toning you?" 
"| dont know, | guess, but Im just.. Not really used to think of me like that" 

"My point, exactly. Find yourself someone who reminds you that you're quite a catch" 

"Shut up, Henkka. And you? You're single too. You should tackle that before trying to take care of my case” 
"Not the same. Stil licking my wounds from the break-up," the blond said dismissively 


He hadn't given the other guys too many details but they knew he had broken up with his girlfriend of almost 


two years a few months ago. Jaska felt bad for mentioning it now. 

"Sorry, | didn't mean it like mocking you or anything like that." 

"| know, don't worry. Anyway... | guess | should go before | start to feel too sleepy." 
"You can sleep here, in the guest room," Jaska said. 


Henkka looked at his watch and yawned. Perhaps it was a better idea It's not like he had to be home for any 
reason early tomorrow morning, and he had a little bit of a drive, so it was surely better if he could relax and 


finish his beer and sleep here. 
“Thanks. | think | will." 


"Okay. You know where the bathroom and everything is. | think I'll go and hit the sack now," the drummer said 
as he got up and gave his friend a pat on the shoulder. "Good night" 


"You too," Henkka replied 


He watched Jaska walk up the stairs and then shook his head to try to wake up a little. He picked up his book 
again. He wanted to finish that third chapter before going to bed. Nothing better than reading about the French 
revolution and chopping heads off with a guillotine before sleeping. He thought all this sounded much less 


gruesome in French. 


An hour later, when he was done reading his chapter, Henkka went upstairs. He stopped by the bathroom to 
brush his teeth and splash some cold water on his face before heading towards the quest room. The bassist 
quickly undressed and climbed into bed, ready to fall asleep. Unfortunately, sleep didn't come. After half an 
hour or maybe more, he was still awake. It had been a long day and a fun one too but he was tired. The bed 
was comfortable and he was at his friends' place, not in any random unknown hotel, so there was no good 


reason not to be sleeping but still, he couldn't. 


The bassist was fed up of tossing and turning in bed and he decided to get up and go drink some water. On his 


way out from the bathroom, he heard Jaska cursing fairly loud. The drummer's bedroom was next to the 
bathroom and even with the door closed, he had clearly heard Jaska. Apparently, he wasn't the only one having 
a hard time sleeping. 

Henkka walked to his door and knocked. 

"Are you ok?," the bassist asked. 

On the other side of the door, Jaska froze. He was sitting in his bed, still emerging from his dream. He hadn't 
noticed he had been that loud when he swore. He hadn't done it on purpose either. Fuck, he thought, now he 
woke up Henkka apparently. 

Since his friend hadn't replied, Henkka opened the door slowly, just to check that his bandmate was fine. The 
room was dark except for some dim light coming from a small lamp on one of the bedside tables. Jaska looked 
at him, not sure what to say. 

| was in the bathroom getting some water, | couldn't sleep. | just heard you and.. All ok?" 

The drummer passed his hand over his face and moved his hair away. 

"Yeah... Yeah, l'm fine. Just a dream. It woke me up," Jaska answered looking flustered. 

"Nightmare?" 

The drummer motioned his head for no. 

"No, just.. Too vivid. It was.. Forget it, "Jaska said, biting his tongue not to say anything further. 

The blond was looking at him a little puzzled. 

The truth was that the drummer didn't know whether he actually wanted to discuss the fact that he had just 
dreamed of Janne and Alexi having sex while he was in the same room watching them, and enjoying the show. 
And of course, to make things worse, he had not been enjoying it in his dream only. He could feel his hard-on 


straining against his shorts. Hopefully Henkka hadn't noticed anything. 


"Since | can't sleep and you're awake too, if you want to talk.. It's cool, you know?," the bassist added, taking a 


few steps into the bedroom to go sit at the bottom of the bed. 
Jaska didn't want to be rude to his friend but the last thing he needed was Henkka coming closer and confusing 
him even more. Wait. Why would his bandmate's presence be confusing? Sure, he might not want to give him 


too many details about his dream but since when would he have issues talking to his bandmate? 


The drummer looked up at Henkka. All he could see was the bassist's big blue eyes which were trying to be 


comforting. It was too dark in the room to really see how beautifully blue they were but Jaska knew. He had 
stared into those eyes for many years. He had never really felt this way, though, when looking at the bassist. 
He had never caught himself staring at Henkka's six-pack and his tanned skin with that weird urge to touch his 
bandmate. Fuck it, he thought. This must all be because of this stupid dream and the alcohol leftover from the 


party. 

The drummer sat further up on the bed, pushing his back against the headboard to sit more upstraight. His 
movement made the sheet slide off, uncovering his waist and the upper part of his legs. And his tented shorts. 
Of course. Fuck, again. But he didn't say it out loud this time. Still, his eyes looked down and Henkka's gaze 
followed. The bassist chuckled and gave a brief whistle of appreciation 

"Must have been quite a dream," he said with a knowing smile. 

Jaska's cheeks turned a nice shade of bright pink. 


"Fuck, this is not good," the drummer said. 


"Come on, we've all woken up with a big boner once in a while. | hope she did take care of that in your dream, 
at least." 


Jaska wanted to laugh about it but he didn't manage to. He had to say something. 
"It wasn't a she, in the dream: 

Henkka frowned 

"Ah. Ok.. A very passionate drumming session then?" 


Jaska was so embarrassed now that he thought it couldn't actually get any worse. Maybe saying something 


would get it out of his system and then they could laugh it off and that'd be it. That sounded like a plan 
"| dreamed of Janne and Alexi. You know?.. Them, in bed.. Doing it" 
"Oh... Wow," Henkka simply said. 


"Yeah. And.. | don't know why but this is the result," Jaska added, finally leaning forward to grab the sheet and 


pull it up to cover himself to the waist. 
"It doesn't mean anything," Henkka said. "It's just a dream.. Unless you want it to mean something." 
"What do you mear?," the drummer asked. 


Henkka looked down and Jaska could swear that he could see a bit of a flush appearing on the bassist's face. 


"Have you ever wondered how it is? Being with a guy?," the blond inquired. 


The drummer wished he could have replied ‘no, never' right away. But he didn’t and, of course he had 
wondered about that. When his best friend Alexi and one of his bandmates and close friends told them they 
were a thing and it was clear that it was not a platonic relationship, he thought about that. He tried not to but 


hell, how could he not? 


"| guess | have. When Alexi and Janne talked to us... | did. Not that | have any issue with that but | meant how 
is it? Alexi spoke to me about some stuff. No details or anything TMI but.. He said some things to me, like how 
he felt with Janne and it never felt that good with any girls he was with. Stuff like that, so.. It was not easy 
not to think about it at all." 


The bassist knew he was Alexis go-to person for anything about the band, recording and all the dealing with 
the record company, the serious stuff. Jaska, on the other hand, was Alexi's confident for anything personal. 
Sure, Alexi was closer to Janne now but he still had Jaska as his oldest friend and if he had any doubts or 
personal problems or needed advice for his relationship with Janne, it was likely he would talk to the drummer, 


so he wasn't surprised to hear Jaska mention this. 

"Have you? Thought about it too?," Jaska asked back, trying to shift the attention away from him. 

"Yes, | have but not really because of the obvious.’ 

Jaska didn't understand what he meant. 

"I thought about them but not only because of the sex. | thought about that but.. | thought about how cool it 
is that they are in a relationship with someone they are so close to. Like when did you go out with someone 
you've known for 13 or I5 years? Someone you share your life passion with? Music, concerts, playing together... 
That's the ultimate dream of a musician, right?" 


The drummer had never considered that but now that Henkka had put it into words, yes, it made total sense. 


"Then the physical part.. | guess it's obvious that a guy knows how to touch another guy and make it feel 
good," the bassist added. 


The drummer was wondering how he could tell his bandmate that now would be a good moment for him to 
leave. This whole conversation was doing nothing to calm down his arousal. On the contrary, the drummer now 


had to fight off weird sexy images involving Henkka that were creeping up in his brain 


"Henkka, maybe we should just stop talking about all this? | already had one dream about them, I'd like to try 
to go back to sleep," Jaska said while looking shyly away. 


"Good luck trying to fall asleep in your state," the bassist told him. 


| can take care of that. And then sleep hopefully.’ 
Henkka bit his bottom lip. 
"Sure... But.. Maybe | can help?" 


The drummer's head turned back in Henkka's direction Did he just hear him say what he thought he heard? 
Why was he feeling a knot in his stomach about what the blond had just proposed? The silence filling his 


bedroom was heavy with electricity and anticipation 

Henkka moved slowly onto the bed. It was like watching something happening in slow motion. The drummer was 
so focused on the situation that he hadn't paid any attention to the bassist's hand approaching him. He clearly 
noticed it, though, when the mere contact of the blond's hand on his knee made his cock harden further. Oh 
boy, he thought, and he was not even really touching him because there was still the bedsheet between them. 


Jaska gulped and looked at Henkka who was smiling. That genuine bright smile he had seen so many times. Yet, 


he had never noticed how handsome his bandmate could look. 


The bassist scooted closer, letting the hand that had landed on Jaska's knee slide up his thigh and further up 


on his stomach. 

There it was now, skin to skin contact, and not in those silly drunken wrestling ways that they had often 
experienced when they were really too drunk and fighting for fun. No, this time, he couldn't really blame 
alcohol and he didn't doubt that Henkka was fairly sober too. The bassist's touch was soft but determined. It 
was... Sensual? Jaska almost cringed at the thought of that word applied to this moment. 


His musings were soon interrupted when the hand continued to move up his body, sliding across his chest and 
then towards his shoulder. The drummer couldn't help shuddering under the bassists touch and Henkka noticed. 


"Jaska. I've always wondered how it felt to touch you like that, your arms and shoulders. When | watch you 


pounding on those drums... You look really hot." 

That was not something Jaska expected to hear from the bassist. 
"So you've.. checked me out?," Jaska tentatively asked. 

Henkka let out a small laugh. 


"Yeah, | think | might have... | didn't want to admit it but.. | have, more than once." 


The drummer felt more warmth creeping across his cheeks. 


The bassist's hands were now both on Jaska's shoulders and they were moving down this time. 

"Can | take these off?," Henkka offered when his hands arrived at the waistband of Jaska's shorts. 

The drummer shifted a little and pulled down his shorts himself. He had never been self-conscious about his 
body and they had seen each other naked countless times but this was something else completely and he felt 
very exposed all of a sudden as he laid back down on the mattress. 


"You've seen me naked before, but..," Jaska began to say. 


"But not like that. | know," the bassist continued "You're quite a hunk and.. Well, | like what | had never seen so 
far.. At least not in its full glory," Henkka said with a smirk. 


The drummer felt his cheeks burning but at the same time, he couldn't deny that the situation was also 


incredibly arousing. 
"You still wanna help me?," Jaska asked, wondering where that question even came from. 
The blond nodded. 


Without further ado, the bassist's hand wrapped around Jaska's rock hard cock, his thumb rubbing the tip and 
smearing what had leaked already down his shaft. 


The drummer gasped under the touch of Henkka's skillful fingers. 


"Oh, shit, Henkka.. That's." Jaska interrupted himself when the bassist squeezed his balls and then gave him a 
long stroke, testing how his bandmate was responding to his touch. 


"Good?," the blond suggested. 
"Ye.. Yeah. So good... It's been a while since.. Someone has touched me liked that," Jaska confessed. 


The bassist was sitting next to Jaska and as he continued to stroke him slowly, he moved over and straddled 
his legs, holding out his other hand to pull the drummer up in a sitting position too. 


"Come up here,’ Henkka said. "I want to feel you against me." 
Jaska supported himself with one arm as he sat up to face his bandmate, fisting the sheet under him. His 
other arm instinctively snaked around the bassist's waist, holding him close as he nuzzled his face against 


Henkka's chest. 


"Henkka." the drummer's voice died in a strangled moan. 


The bassist bent his head and leaned his face forward, nestling against the side of Jaska's neck He could feel 
the beard of the drummer caressing his cheek. It was not a fully grown beard yet but it was definitely more 


than a stubble. It was soft but manly. It was the first time Henkka felt the other man's face on his body like 
that but it was all what Henkka expected Jaska to feel like. As he continued to jack off his drummer with one 
hand, his other hand tangled in Jaska's hair, pulling him even closer. He could feel Jaska's hot breath on his skin 
as the drummer exhaled heavily, a little faster each time Henkka changed his rhythm or the way he pumped 
him or rubbed the tip of his cock mercilessly. 

Eventually the drummer's panting went more erratic and his fingers fiercely dug into Henkka's lower back, 
which earned him a soft growl from the bassist. A few seconds later, Jaska's eyes snapped shut as he came 


into Henkka's hand in the sexiest silent way. 


The blond slowly pulled away from the drummer and removed his hand from the back of his head. Jaska fell 
back onto the bed, breathless. 


The bassist looked down, savoring the sight of his friend emerging from his climax. Jaska's half-lidded eyes 
were still full of the pleasure waves that had just washed over him. 


"La petite mort" Henkka said as he brushed a strand of hair out of Jaska's face 
"What," the drummer asked with a frown 

"That's how they call it in French, when you get off. That means ‘little death" 
Jaska laughed 

"Alright... But you didn't kill me, did you?" 


"| know, but | always thought it was quite a fitting expression, at least for those few seconds when you lose 
yourself," the bassist replied. "And it sounds nice too, doesn't it?" 


‘It always sounds nice when you say shit we don't understand in a foreign language," Jaska joked back. 
"Yeah, that's why you guys keep me in the band, right?" 

"Right... That and the fact you're not too bad a bassist either." 

Henkka rolled his eyes at the last comment, then he stood up from the bed and walked towards the door. 
"Wait," the drummer said. 


"We should both get some sleep now," the bassist said with a smile before stepping out of Jaska's bedroom 
and closing the door behind him. 


"Damn... Henkka." Jaska whispered to himself. 


The morning after, Jaska woke up from a dreamless but restful sleep. He had fallen asleep fairly quickly after 


Henkka had left and gone back to his room. 


For a short moment he had to think to make sure that what he recalled had actually happened. And just in 
case he had any lingering doubts about last night, he spotted his shorts on the floor next to the bed. He hadn't 
bothered putting them back on after Henkka had left and he had quickly cleaned himself up. 


Images from the previous night began to flood his mind. He closed his eyes but it only made the memories 
more graphic. No wonder he had slept so well. Apparently, there was nothing like a hunky bassist and a 
surprise hand job to make you sleep like a baby. 


Jaska turned around and checked his phone. It was just past 1 o'clock. He stretched and yawned, sprawled in the 


center of the bed. He could see the morning sun piercing under the bottom of the curtains. 


The drummer was pondering whether to get up or bury his face in his pillow and sleep longer. He was also 
wondering whether his bandmate was up already. When they were on the road or all the times they had spent 
together in the past, he knew Henkka and Roope were usually the first ones up. Maybe Henkka had gotten up 


really early and was gone already. 


Jaska somehow hoped that the bassist hadn't left yet, although he didn’t have a clue what he would say to 
him when they'd meet in the morning. Would he behave as if nothing happened? What did Henkka want? What 
did he want? He still couldn't quite put words on what passed through their minds the night before but he 
couldn't deny he had enjoyed the moment and even if Henkka didn't stay very long, he hoped he had liked it too. 
He thought he had and that was bothering him a little. Why did his bandmate leave so quickly yesterday? 
After all, he had been the one initiating things, saying things to Jaska.. Why didn't he try anything further or 
asked him to reciprocate? Jaska wouldn't have minded. More than that, if he were honest with himself. Jaska 


would have liked to touch him the same way he had been touched and see how Henkka would have responded. 


The drummer finally got up, knowing that he would never fall asleep again now that his mind was going in all 
directions thinking about last night. He put his shorts on and went to open the curtains. It was sunny but there 


were also grey clouds in the sky, letting him know that they could expect more summer rain during the day. 


After going to the bathroom, he walked towards the stairs. As he did so, he passed the spare room where 
Henkka was hopefully still sleeping. The door was closed and there was no sound coming from behind the door 


nor downstairs. 


Jaska stopped at the top of the stairs. He was too curious and couldn't fight the urge to peek inside the room. 
He turned the door handle and slowly opened the door. His bandmate was still sleeping. Henkka was lying on his 


side facing the door. Jaska could see his face, which was partially covered by a few strands of wavy blond 
hair. The sheet was all bundled at his feet and he was not covered, which let Jaska the chance to admire his 
toned body and long legs. The bassist was quite muscular but he was still all lean and fairly thin 


The drummer was hesitating but deep down, he only wanted one thing and he could feel his body reacting 
already at the mere thought of it. 


Jaska carefully closed the door behind him and walked around the bed. Thankfully Henkka was sleeping mostly on 
one side of the bed so Jaska could just fit on the other side. He sat on the edge of the bed and then laid down 
He turned to his side and carefully scooted closer to the bassist. The bassist stirred a little but he didn't wake 
up. Jaska closed the gap between them, sliding one arm under the bassist's pillow and the other around 
Henkka's waist, pulling his bandmate against him. Jaska's fingers lightly stroked the bassists stomach. He could 
feel the ripples of his abs under his fingertips. The contact was subtle and the drummer was surprised to 
notice that such a light touch made his cock harden further. 

He felt Henkka's whole body move and he was sure that his friend was waking up now. 

It took Henkka a few seconds to realize this wasn't a dream. When he registered that the warmth he felt 
against his back was coming from another body, and it was Jaska's hand which was leisurely rubbing his 
stomach, he felt a wave of heat wash over him. 


"Good morning," he said. 


Jaska's hand stopped. He was not sure how the bassist would react now he was awake and realized what was 


going on. 
"Good morning, Henkka," Jaska replied tentatively, waiting for any clue to help him decide what to do next. 
"Don't stop," Henkka said when he realized that the drummer's hand wasn't moving anymore. 


Jaska let out a small sigh of relief. That was the best reply he could have gotten His hand therefore continued 
to caress slowly the warm skin of Henkka's stomach and after a while travelled up a little higher to his chest. 


One of Jaska's legs pushed against the back of Henkka's thigh and knee. 
"Slept well?," Henkka asked 

Jaska chuckled 

"Pretty well. You?" 


"Not bad" 


Henkka pushed his hair out of his face and as he ran his fingers into his hair, they touched Jaska's head, 
which was right behind him. Henkka's long arm continued and stroke backwards, touching Jaska's hair. 


The drummer nuzzled his face further against the back of Henkka's neck 

"Why did you leave yesterday?," the drummer asked. 

The blond sighed. 

| wasn't sure. | didn't plan it and | thought you probably preferred me to go. Less awkward." 
Jaska smiled. 

"We were beyond awkward at that point" 

The bassist silently agreed. Jaska had a point. 

"You would have wanted me to stay?" 

"l. | think so," Jaska admitted. 


Henkka shifted on his back and then turned on his other side to look at his bandmate. His hand moved up and 


tangled into Jaska's long hair. 

| was so surprised you let me do that.. | didn't want to jinx it, | guess." 

Jaska was blushing. He closed his eyes because looking at Henkka's perfect face lit by the morning sun was a 
bit too much. He moved his arms and let his hand rest on Henkka's hip, moving it slowly towards the bassist's 
crotch. 


"Do you..?," Jaska ventured. 


The bassist had never seen their drummer so shy and flustered. It was funny and at the same time, it kind of 
turned Henkka on to notice he was responsible of Jaska's flustered state. 


"Do you want to?," the bassist asked back. 
Jaska nodded. His hand slid a few inches and reached the hardening bulge in Henkka's shorts. He finally opened 
his eyes and directed his gaze down, where his hand was. He squeezed and rubbed Henkka's cock over the 


fabric of his underwear. The bassist grunted appreciatively and slowly turned to lie on his back. 


Jaska sat up and started to push Henkka's underwear down. The bassist lifted his hips a little to help him. 


Jaska lay on his side next to him. He spat in his palm and reached down to get a hold of Henkka's hardening 


cock. 
"Oh, shit... Yeah," Henkka whispered as he spread his legs a little wider. 


Jaska was thinking it was odd how easily he was doing this. It was not very different from jerking off, apart 
from the slightly different position he was in to do the handjob. 


The drummer felt Henkka's arm sliding under his shoulders and the bassist pulling him closer. He turned his 
head and looked at Jaska. The drummer noticed Henkka's baby blue eyes turning a tad darker. Jaska's hand was 
pumping him fast and he was rock hard now. Henkka's breathing was a little hitched already too. 


"Jas, can |. Can you.," the bassist started to say. 
Henkka, who was rarely looking for his words, was clearly struggling to put together a coherent sentence. 
"What?," the drummer asked 

Henkka pulled Jaska even closer, till they could feel each other's warm breath on their faces. 

"Can you kiss me?," the bassist asked, and this time, he was the one blushing 


Jaska was clearly surprised at the request but he was curious as well and at this point, why the fuck not, he 


thought. 


He moved his lips closer and touched Henkka's mouth with his own. Henkka's lips felt warm but dry. Jaska 
experimentally poked his tongue out and licked them. The bassist moaned at the contact and opened his mouth 
a little, hoping that Jaska wouldn't stop at that. The drummer hesitated for a split second but then he planted 
his mouth on Henkka's and gave him a proper kiss. Henkka's grip on Jaska's shoulder loosened immediately as he 
felt himself melt a little under the feeling of Jaska's lips. He had never kissed a guy. It was a stronger contact 
than when | woman would kiss him and that part alone was a pleasant change. Also, Jaska's beard was rubbing 
against his chin and jaw and the bassist thought this was probably the most unexpected thing he would have 


ever considered sexy but it was. 
Their first long kiss turned into slow open mouth kisses now, tugging at each other's bottom lips, poking their 
tongues into each other's mouths. Henkka couldn't help the soft moans he let out once in a while. Jaska was 


the quiet one and he was smiling slightly each time Henkka made a noise. 


The drummer suddenly stopped pumping Henkka's cock and let his thumb slowly push all the way down the 
underside of his shaft. 


"Oh god.. Again, Jas..." the blond whispered. 


The drummer repeated the movement, up and down, rubbing the slit on the head with a bit more pressure 
each time, and squeezing his balls a little when his hand was down there. The sensation was maddening for 


Henkka who was panting loudly now. 


Henkka's hand crept into Jaska's hair. His grip tightened as he was getting closer. The bassist eventually pulled 
his bandmate's face towards his for a rough kiss before jerking his head on the side. 


"Jaskal," the bassist cried out as he came, thrusting his hips up, his orgasm washing over him in waves while 
he could still feel Jaska's hand on him, milking him. 


The drummer buried his face against Henkka's chest because he wasn't sure he could look at him now and if 


he could, he certainly didn't know what to say. 
Sure, he had gotten off women before, but it wasn't the same as doing it to a guy. Also, it was Henkka in bed 
with him, Henkka who was caressing his head and affectionately rubbing his fingers on his scalp where he had 


tugged a bit too harshly only a moment ago. 


Jaksa's cum-soaked hand was still resting on Henkka's lower belly. He could feel the bassist's belly move up and 
down a little slower, gradually, as he was catching up his breath. 


"Damn, Jaska.. It was so different than when | do it myself..," the bassist uttered. "So much better...” 
The bassist didn't want to move. 

"Fuck, Henkka," Jaska finally said. "What do we do now?" 
Henkka wasn't sure what the drummer was asking. 

"| think a shower would be nice." 

"| mean.. What does this mean?" 

"Oh, this." Henkka replied. 

"Are we like Janne and Alexi?," Jaska asked. 

The bassist couldn't avoid to let a small laugh out. 

"Are you in love with me?" 

"What?," Jaska replied, sitting up and looking a bit panicked. 


"That's what | thought. Me neither. Though | love you, but.. Not like that. Its just sex, Jaska. Great sex, 


granted, but.. We don't have to move in together and wear matching t-shirt” 
Jaska looked relieved. 

"But if you're game, | definitely can see this happening again’ 

"So like.. Bandmates with benefits?" 

"Something like that, yeah," the blond replied 


The bassist's gaze trailed down over Jaska's body, noticing that the drummer was now the one needing a bit of 
attention. 


"I suggest you follow me to the bathroom," Henkka said. "I'll take care of that in the shower," he added with a 
big grin as he glanced down at the bulge straining Jaska's shorts. 


